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And is this, thens not the Ganges? Then the
Ka*palika replied: This the Ganges ! Is a jackal
a lion, or a Chandala* a Brahman ? Sir, you are
dreaming.

Then the Brahman said sorrowfully: Worthy
Ka*palika, I am indebted to you. Fortunate was
our meeting. And taking his pot and staff, he went
forward, till at length he came to the Nerrnada.
And thinking : Here, at last, is the sacred Ganges ;
he was overjoyed; and he remained on its banks
for five years, bathing every day in its waters.
But one day he observed on the bank near him,
a pilgrim like himself, casting flowers into the river,
and calling it by its name. So he went up to him
and said : Sir, what is the name of this river ? And
the pilgrim answered : Is it possible that you do not
know the holy Nermada ? Then the Brahman sighed
deeply. And he said: Sir, I am enlightened by
you. And he took his pot and staff, and went
forward.

But he was now very old and feeble. And long
penance had weakened his frame and exhausted
his energies. And as he toiled on in the heat of
the day over the burning earth, the sun beat on his

1 The lowest of all the castes, a synonym for all that is vile
and impure, like the * Jew dog' of the Middle Ages.